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« 
“In order to reach the end, you must start at the beginning.” 


— A note originating from Level Origin. Author 


unknown. 


Survival Difficulty: Class Deadzone 


* 


Level Origin appears to be an 
endless, nearly empty space devoid 
of nearly all light or gravity, 
possessing an unstable spatial 
structure, and lacking any 
discernable constant physical 
properties -- with a few exceptions. 
The space within the level is 


theorized to be a and The only known image of Level Origin to 
therefore lacks any free particles date. Photographer's status and identity 
outside of objects foreign to the are unknown. 


level(including bodies of wanderers 


The Doorway 


Entities 


Unknown 


Exalted One 


Incident ORIGIN-001 


Audio Recording from 01/21/23, 3:47 PM 


[Heavy breaths and frantic movements can be heard.] 


Randall: Sh*t.. that was close. I almost suffocated. Thank god I had the oxygen 


mask on me. 


Randall: Where is this? This isn't the Void but doesn't look much different either. 


There's a bunch of random objects near me -- and what is that bright object up 


there? 


Randall: Hello?! Anyone here?! 


[Echoes of Randall's voice can be heard.] 


Randall: Is that a wanderer? HELLO?! Thank god I- 


[Sounds of retching can be heard] 


Randall: Oh my god... what happened to him? His entire body is ripped almost in 
half! 


Randall: And I've been moving towards the body, but I haven't seemed to move 


any closer...? 


[An eight-second pause. ] 


Randall: I'm /*cked, ain't I. 


8 hours of non-relevant audio were removed for brevity. 


Randall: Randall Tallhand, photographer for the M.E.G, reporting in for day 245 


of our; no, my journey. This might be my last. 

[Randall sharply exhales.] 

Randall: After over three months, by my estimation, residing in the Void, I've been 
noclipped to an unknown location. It's not that different from the Void, honestly. 
Just has some stuff in it, like more bodies, backpacks, boxes, and especially that 
weird shining rectangle that I can't seem to get closer to. 

Randall: Oh yeah, you also can't move closer to any of the objects in the space, 
apparently. So now I can't even scavenge for oxygen supplies, which is what I need 
to survive in this godforsaken place. My oxygen tank has about 15 hours left. I'm 
probably going to die here. 

Randall: Why did I agree to this mission in the first place? 

[The sound of a stomach grumbling is heard.] 

Randall: Seriously? I have to be hungry at this junction. 

[Noises of rummaging are audible. ] 

Randall: Well, I guess I'll face my last hours on an empty stomach. 

[Silence for 19 minutes. ] 

Randall: ...I suppose this is an ultimate end -- a veritable wastebasket for 
everything that ends up in the Void, which is a lot. It's quiet here, and the space 


itself feels forgotten, eerie, and /iminal. Just like all the objects in here. 


Just like me. 


Randall: I- 


[Randall begins sobbing] 


Randall: F*CK THIS ALL! F*CK THE M.E.G, F*CK THE BACKROOMS, 
F*CK WHOEVER CREATED THIS HELL! 


[A shaky, shuddering breath is heard. ] 

Randall: My life was torn apart when I came here. Wallowing in my rabbit hole of 
grief and sadness at what I had lost; it took a whole lot of help to get back out of it. 
My wonderful friends helped me the most. My wife among them. Now... they are 


all dead. Forgotten by all but me. 


Randall: For whoever is out there, whoever can hear me, please don't forget me 


too. 


[At this point, the recording becomes white noise for a period of two seconds. ] 


Randall: Did the floating rectangle just become brighter? 


Unknown: GREETINGS, CHILD OF CARBON. 


[Randall begins to panic.] 


Randall: W-Who are you? Who's there? Show yourself! 


Unknown: My PHysicAL FORM DOES NOT EXIST HERE. 


Randall: Are you that floating object up there? 


Unknown: Twat Is 4 PorTAL TO [DATA EXPUNGED], wuicu I CREATED. 


Randall: Alright, if you are so high and mighty, can you revive my dead friends 


and family? Can you get me out of here? 


Unknown: I apotocize. I CANNOT, DUE TO A PROMISE. L CANNOT INTERFERE WITH 


MORTALS, NOT ANYMORE. THAT MAN WAS THE LAST ONE. 


Randall: What bulls*it promise. You have the power to, don't you? Then do it! 


[Randall's speech becomes hysterical. ] 


Unknown: THERE ARE THINGS BIGGER THAN YOU OUT THERE, THINGS WHICH YOU 


COULD NOT POSSIBLY UNDERSTAND. 


Randall: If you won't bring my dead friends and family back, then you owe me the 


truth. Make me understand. 


Unknown: You UNDERSTAND THAT YOU WILL DIE. 


Randall: You said it yourself. You won't get me out of this place. Do it. 


Unknown: ...VERY WELL. 


[At this moment, a low hum becomes audible, and continues for 15 seconds before 


fading. ] 


Randall: Oh. So that's what this place was. 


[A pause. ] 


Randall: How utterly ironic. 


End of Recording 01/22/23, 1:01 AM 


Colonies and Outposts 


Entrances and Exits 


Entrances 


THE FALSE SEA. A PALTRY COUNTERFEIT OF THE REAL THING. 


YOU WERE ALWAYs HERE. 


Exits 


YOU CAN'T LEAVE AN INFINITY. 


WANDERER, DO YOU WISH TO KNOW THE TRUTH? 


Hooray! My first level! Thanks to everyone who gave excellent 
feedback -- my project members on the canon, Sylas, and many 
others. Hype! - Syncronyzer 
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